


A Midfommer nights Dream e. 

There gentle Hermit may I marry thee. 

And to that place,the fharpe Athenian law 
Cannot purfue vs.If thou loueft me,then 
Steaie forth thy fathers houfe.to morrow night .• 

And in the wood,a league without the towne 
(Where I did meetc thee once with Helena,, 

To do obferuance to a morne of May ) 

There will I ftay for thee. 

Her. My good Lyfander, 

1 fweare to thec.by Cupids ftrongeft bow. 

By his beft arrow, with the golden head. 

By the fimplicity of Pens# Doues, 

By that which knitteth foules, and profpers Ioue, 

And by that fire which burnd the Carthage Qiieene, 
When the falfe Troyan vnder fayle was feenc. 

By all the vowes that euer men haue broke, 

(In number more then euer women fpoke) 

In that fame place thou haft appointed me. 

To morrow truely will I mecte with thee. 

Z/j/TKcepepromife loue,looke here comes Helena. 

Enter Helena. 

Her . God fpeedc fairc Helena , whither away ? 

Hel . Call you me faire ? that faire againe vnfay, 
Demetrius loues your faire : O happy faire ! 

Your eyes are loadftars.and your tongues fweet ayre 
More tuneable then Larketo Shepheards eare. 

When wheate is greene,when hauthorne buds appeare, 
Sickneffe is catching : O were fauour fo. 

Your words I catch,faire Hermiaete I goe, 

My eare fhould catch your voice,my eye, your eye. 

My tongue fliould catch your tongues fweet melody, 
Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated. 

The reft lie giuc to be to you tranflated. 

O teach me how you looke,and with what art, 

You fway the motion of Demetrius heart. 


A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

Tier Ifrowncvponhim.yet he loues meftill. 

Hel O that your frowns wold teach my fmiles fuch skil 
Her. I giuc him curfes.yet he giues melouc. 

Hel.O xhzt my prayers could fuch affcftion mooue. 
Her. The more I hate,thc more he followes me. 

Hel. The more I loue,the more he hateth me. 

Her Mis foWy, Helena is none of mine. 

/W.Nonc but your beauty, wold that fault were mine. 
Her. Take comfort : he no more (hall fee my face, 
tyfander and my felfe will fly this place. 

Before the time I did Ly funder fee. 

Seem’d Athens like aParadice to me. 

O then, what graces in my Loue do dwell. 

That he hath turn’d a heauen into hell. 

Lyf.Hele n,to you our mindcs we will vnfold. 

To morrow night, when Phothe doth behold 

Herfiluervifage,inthewatry glafle, 

Decking with liquid pearle,the bladed grafle 
(A time, that louers flights doth ftill conceale) 

Through e, Athens gates,haye we deuifed to ftealc. 

Her. And in the wood,whcre often you and I, 

Vpon faint Pimrofc beds, were wont to lye. 

Emptying our bofomes,of their counfell fweld. 

There my Lyfander, and my felfe (hail mcete, 

And thence from Athens turtle away our eyes 
To feeke new friends and ftrange companions. 

Farwell fwcete play-fellow, pray thou for vs. 

And good lucke grant thee thy Demetrius. 

Keepe word Ly fander , we muft ftarue our fight. 

From louers foode, till morrow deepc midnight. 

Exit Hermia * 

Ljf. I will my Hermta.Helena adieu. 

As you on him ,Demetrim dote on you. Exit hyf. 

HelMovt happy fome,ore otherfome can be ? 

Through Athens I am thought as faire as fhe. 
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